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again in unison. It was a lucky thing that we brought snow-shoes
instead of skis. We could never have hauled that sled over the icy
slopes of the sastrugi with skis.
After a while Hollick-Kenyon wanted to jettison or cache some
of our load, but I vetoed the proposal. For a while we argued about
it. He was banking on finding Little America soon. It was true
that we might stumble upon the buried, deserted town any hour,
but equally true that it might take us days and days to find it. As
leader, I was responsible for Hollick-Kenyon's safety and my own.
I did not dare travel without enough food to last through a very
complete search.
To make matters worse, that first night a heavy fog drifted in,
and from that time until we found the camp we were never with-
out fog. Sometimes it closed us in so thickly we could see only
a few yards. At other times the Ross water sky loomed above it,
and the sunshine filtered through. The night sunlight in December
in Antarctica is unlike anything else in the world. The sun seems
as high as midnight as at noon, it burns the skin just as much,
and causes snow-blindness as easily, yet it is cold sunshine, while
that of the day is warm. In fog the night sun suffused the air with
a weird light.
I will not attempt to unravel the confused, nightmarish memory
of the next days. We adopted a regular system with the sledge—
pull fifteen minutes and rest five. A day's work consisted of eight
or ten hours, with six hours of actual pulling. We estimated that
we travelled ten miles a day. We had to estimate, for there was
nothing we could see by which to measure our distances. To keep
direction we had Hollick-Kenyon's pocket compass.
As we toiled over the frozen snow, hour after hour, with nothing
but fog around us, we began to feel loss of equilibrium. There was
a tendency to start falling oven And there were other queer illu-
sions. One of them was to be startled by the impression of a hole
in the surface right ahead of one's feet. One instinctively braced
himself for a step down, only to be jarred to the top of one's skull
next instant as one's foot struck level ground. There had been no
hole at all. At other times we felt sure we were going downhill,
but the sledge ropes were taut as ever.
I found myself falling into long reveries about nothing at all.

